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I et & proposition for you
nown that ever happened
1t's the stralght goods
think of & husky that tips
the wciles at 2% pounds fghting weisht
ia twenty-two jears old snd can hit =
kiek twice as hard as my best ever?
Thunt's Bim. my boy, Young Pat Glendon
that's the name hae'll fNabt under Fws
planned It all oot Now, ths Dest thing
vou ean do ia hit the fret traln and come
uwp here
1 bred Bim, and 1 tralned him. Al
1 ever hed in ruy head I've barmmered Into

his.

rreatest unk
aln't «

What 4o you

This on

| Ohe
Abysmal Brute

By JACK LONDON

a wonder mt tUime and distance He just

the Gon't have to think about it at all
His six inch jolt Is more the real uioapd
medicine than the full arm swing of most
Roczern

Talk abent the hope of the white race
This s him Come and take a peed
When you was managing Jeffries you
was crasy alout hunting

Come along and I'll give you some resl

'l sand Young Put out with you.
able to get around. That's why I'm send-

ing for you.

1 wos golng to manage him myself, but
it sin't mo use 1I'm all in and likely to
pass out any time So get A& move on.
wannt you to manage him. There's a for-
tune in It for both of you, but 1 want to
draw up the contract. Yours truly,

PAT GLENDON

Rtobensr was puzzied
on the face of it, & joke—the men In
the fghting game were notorious jok-

paw of Fitzsimmons In the screed be-
fore him
kpew It was worth lookiug Into.

Fat Glendon was before hils time,
though, ah & cub, he bhnd once seen
id Pat spar at the bepetit for Jack
Dempsey. Even then

“0ld”

ring for years. He bod antedanted Sui
Ivens in the old Loundon prize ring
rules, thonugh his last fading battles
bad been put up under the lncoming

Marquls of Queenzberry rules

i What ring follower did not know of
& Copyright. i%13, by The Centery Co. = pgr Glendon?—though few were ulive
whbo bad seen bim In his prime, and
there were not many more who had
PROLOGUE. seen him at all
Few anthors livins today have Yet hi= name had come down o the
y 3 hictury of tl ing. and no =nhorting
"“" fGPC_ St B, el e -~ lex; 1 was omplete without
'3.'-?-'-"-'“{ siren T viiality of His fame was parnd al
atyle of Jack Lon rn This new No was hoho hizter. and
novel is on« ¥ kis b It is a t " i never 114 w1 chnmglon-
story of the priz ring, a real 1 r; :n He hnd been t\l'.r..'-‘rn :.:n:;-
snan’s sfory { a vigorouma - s na ue uniocsd
and thrillin e ke tenise ' w he von the heary.
dife, the exc 4 L P <hiin 1 ¢nch time be
can o | wir Fhere was
ykedn thi t ! e, In N Fran
k 1 ment he
5 P I =. he snup
' | I " s
% ne c = ngE It In
4 f 3 > v ti ik '
wne of th ! s
73 waann and I . e J
- L don ten & =
% lue 1
a I =
s N « the fizht In
S - - 0 N Frat
# w -t 1 Jobl ol
. . 1 1
me - ! 'l— --':I.: : .
of a r rican " et T
fifc. thnt fig it
! cold
ct k . the jaw y left to
A3 B 1 iin & T e calmiy
Q i fe r Every
1 ") <1 o
T a0
& 1 L y fo
Eve % I & fizhiters, Pat Glendon
for At ) or o gbide by the decision of
to Ui 1! forre "ag abilded and accepted it
I ! - fe ing with the rest of bis bad
mi
1- % o = [ - Y hat both
f;'r; '- . : .‘I‘ ered S Qe - sher or not Pot
L Jt ‘ d vel rit jetter e carried it
& milllon offers of 1 R . bim
feos t! r Vhat' "4 of Pat Glendon?®™
pr ! Ve h = 1 zrecting to all sports
:--"-‘- “ - =rd f Nobody seemed te know
ron i 1 » and thonght he must be dead, but
a fing i ¥ ey "E o none knew positively., The fight, editor
r’"‘.:‘ ,.”.." '. LSS - liiml = nd of morning dally looked up the rec
o Death ey. b f the op m ords and was able to state that his
et F ag 1 e Do an death bad not been noted. It was from
bring bBim muyth t ald siartle Titn Dopovan that he got a clew.
1[5, 5 “Sure ar e win't dead,” said Dono
> Ing bhe opencd a lelter | onp “How co that be—a man of
E scond time, put RWay | nie mpke that never boozed or blew
y hiw | { tock out for a third | himeelf? He made money and. what's
eadin wimarked from some | 5,00 he saved It and invested it
unbeard of postof] la hiskiyou coun- Didn't he have three saloons st one
¥ tme? An" wasan't he makin' slathers
'.:'"";;‘-’r. y“te::f of money with them wben he so!d out?
me & loog time. | | Now that I'm thinkin’, that was the |
Fut ‘take it from me [ zin't besan aslesp last time I lald eyves on him—when he
T've followed the whole gume, and I've | gold them out. T was all of twenty
:..-;-,fm: rou f.—-r.---.r-‘Lf.:'h:'.r‘vl--“i-,-l’ J]\r';‘x;. Fears und more ngo. His wife had just
: ,\-“;C;:h;‘:".r"’-[ ;.1;: it l_\l- -r" h‘ pire :l”»“ I met bim headin’ for the ferry
ert thing fn the line of Menagers thul sver Where away, old sport? says L “It's
emms down the pike me for the woods," says he,

‘I've quit |

Small Accounts

A large part of our business is made

op of small accounts. J
Ewven though your account may be

small it will receive the same prompt

and careful attention given to larger ac-
coOnts.
Assuring you of courteous treatment,

we invite y our account whether large or

small. |
Bank open this evening from 7 to 8 |
o'clocl

Rock Island Savings Bank

And maybs you won't believe it, but |
he's added to it He's & born fighter. He's

knows to the second and the Imch, and |

penting and fishing that will make your |

moving pleture winninge look Hke ﬂlcm!:tl‘ l
ain't |

It seemp’y

ers—uaud he tried to discern the fue
hand of Corbett or the blg friendly |

But if it we-e genulne, be

he was caulled |
Pat and bad been out of the |

| rode ever the divide and down Bear

| on his neck and took him in

| DO more.

And I've never
or

rt:mnll-r, Tim. me boy.”
seen him from that day to this
course he ain't dend.”

“You say when his wife died—did he
have nny children?" Stubener gueried

“One, a little baby. He was luggin’
it iy his arms that very day.”

“Wax It & boy ¥

“[low shonld 1 be knowin'?™

It was then that Sam Stubener

-

that |

A
g

<

W

WA
U7z
y=al,

Ge vaded

The Fight Editor Was Able to State
That His Death Had Not Been Notad,

reached a decislon, and that night
found him In a Pullman speeding to-
ward the wilds of northaern California

stubener was dropped off the over-

land nt Deer Lick in the early morn-
ing. and be kicked hisx hecls for au |
hour before the saloon opened it:t!
doors.

No. the saloon keeper didn't know

At nnd a big buek deer belike. He's 8 | ilve wire In an lce chest.”

child of the open wir nn’ winter nor Stubener was dozing when the old
summer has be slept under a roof. The | man’s mumble aroused him. He listen-
open for him, as | taught bim. ed drowslly.

“The one thing that worries me I8 “] made a man o' bim! [ mnde 8 man
how he'll tnke to sleepin’ In bouses an’ | o' ‘him, with the two fists of him, an’
how be'll stand the tobacco smoke In | ¢he upstandipg legs of him, an' the
the ring. "I'ls & terrible thing, that | stralght seein’ eves. And I know the
smoke, when you're fighting bard an’ | gnme In my head, an’ I've kept up

| gaspin’ for mir. Hut po more, Sam, me | with the times and the modern
'boy. You're tired an' sure should be | changes. The crouch?

sleepin’. Walt till you see bim, that's »Sure, he kopows nll the siyles an’
all. Walt till you see hlin.” sconomlies. He never moves two inches

when an Inch and a half will do the
turn And when he wants bhe &an
spring like a buck kangaroo. Infight-
in'? Whalit tiil you see. Better than his
outfightin’, and he could sure 'n’ spar
revl with Peter Jackson an' outfooted
| Corbett in his best [ tell you. I've
| tought "m it all, to the Iast trick, and
he's Improved on the teachin'. He's

n fair genlus at the game.

“An' he's bad plenty of husky moun
tain men to try ont on. I gave him
the fancy work and they gave him the
singgin’. Nothing shy or dellcate about
1 them. Roarin® bulls an' big grizzly
| begrs, that's whut they are, when it
! eomes to huggin' in a clinch or swing:
{ in" roughlike In the rushes. An' he
plars with 'em. Man, d've hear me?
e plays with them, llke you an’ me
wouid play with little puppy dogs."

Another time Stubener awoke,
hear the old man mumbling:

“'Tis the funny think he don’t take
fightin® serfously. It's that easy 1o
bima he thinks it play.
he's tapped a swift one. That's all—
walt. An' you'll see 'm throw on the
| juice In that cold storage plant of his
| an' turn loose the prettiest sclentific
wallopin® that ever you laid eves on.”

Dut the garrulousness of nge was on
old 'at, and it was long before he per-
mitted Stubener's eres o close

“He can run a deer down with his
own legs, that young un.” he broke
ont agnin. “*Dis the dandy trainin’
for the lungs, the huopter's life. He
don’t know wmiuch of else, though he's
rend a few books at times an’ poetry
| stuff. He’s just plain pure natural, as
| you'll see when you clap eyves on hlm
He's got the old Irish strong In him.

“Sometimes, the way he moons about.
it's thinkin® strong 1 am that he be-
lleves In the fulries and such llka He's
| & nature lover if ever there was one,
an’ he’s afeard of cities. He's tend
about them, but the biggest he was
everin wns Deer Lick. He misliked the
many people, and his report was thiat
they'd stand weedin® out That was
two years agone—the first and the last
time he's seen a locomotive and a tralo
of caks. _

“Sometimes It's wronz I'm thinkin® I
am, bringin’ him up a natural. It's
given him wind and stamina and the
strength of wild bulls. No city grown
man ¢nn have a look-in agninst him,
I'm willin® to grant that Jeffries at bis
best could "a’" worried the young un a
bit, but oniy a bit The young un
could 'a' broke him llke a straw. An' |
be don't look it That's the everlasting |
wonder of it. He's only a fine seem-
ing young husky; but it's the quality
of his muscle that's different But walt
till ye see him, that's all.

“A strange lHking the boy has for again.”
vosles, an' little meadows, a hit of pine | -

Lr'.th thge“m(mn beyond, windy sunsets | The manager peered through the
or the sun o' morns from thetop of ol} | open door, rubbing the sieep from his
Raldy. An’ he has a hankerin® for the beavy eyes, snd saw a young giant

to

blankets by old Pat
“He's comin' up the trall now,
the hoarse wlilsper.
take your first peep at the biggest
: fightin’ man the ring has ever seen, or
| will ever see In & thousand years

" was

anvthing abont Mat Glendon, had nev-
heard of him. and If he was In that

er
part of the country he must be oot |
bevond somewherp Neither had the |

hanger on ever heard of Pat Gien-

me
don

At the hotel the =ame Ignorance ob- |
talned. and It was not antil the store-

per and postmaster opened ap thié

Ernbener struck the ftr Oh, reo:
Pat Glendon lived out besond. You !
took the stage at Alplne. which was |
' millex and which wans a logging
Fromm Alploe. on borseback,
A up Auteiope valley amd cross-
e e divide to wir creek Fat
Gele b Hved somewbere bevond that
The people of Al would Enow,
Yes, there was nng Maet. The
storekeeper lhad seen him He bad
v Inte Deer Lick two Years back
€ i"ut had not put In so appearance |
for tive venrs e brught his supplies |
u: the store and alwayvs pald by check,
nd e waos a white baired strange old
man Fhat wans all the storekeepor
ke hut th ks nt Alplne could
el m finagl directions
It I gumd to Stubener levond
doubt there wns a young Pat Glen- |
don, as well as au old one. lving out
DY !
Th v apent at the
log nd early the
follow il ilnge  hae rode & monn- |
taln e up Aptelope valley. He
-

#Jeffries could 'a’ worried the young un
a bit™

creek. He rode all day through the
wildest. roughest country he bad ever
seen, and at sunset turned up Pilato
valley on a trall so stiff and oarrow
that more thano once be elected to get
off aud walk.

It was 11 o'clock when he dismount-
ed before & log cabin and was greeted
by the baying of two huge deerhounds
Then Pat Glendon opened the door, fell

“l knew ye'd come, Sam, me boy,”
said FPat the while he llmped about,
buliding a fire, bolling coffee and fry-
Ilng a bear stenk. *“The young un aln't
bome the night We was gettin® short
of meat. and be went out about sun-
down to pick up a deer. Bot I'll say
Walt till ye see him. He'll
be home In the morn, and then yoo can

try him out There's the gloves. But |
walt till ye see bim. !
“As for me, I'm finlshed Eilghty-one j

| settle down to the game once we get

| flat

| jnckrabbit

| ‘twas the wrath of me that brought
the accldents

drawin® o' pitchers of things, an’ of | walk into the clearing. In oune band
spouting about ‘Lucifer or night' from was a rifle, across his shoulders a
the poetry books he got frotn the red | heavy deer, under which be moved as
headed school teacher. If it were welghtless.

“But "tls only his youngness | He was dressed roughly in blue over-
alls and woolen shirt, open at the
throat. Coat he had none, and on his
| feot instead of brogana Were moccn-
sins. Stubener noted that his walk
was smooth and eatlike, without =ug
| gestion of his 220 pounds of weight to

He'll |

him started. but wateh out for
grouches when it first comes to livin'
in a city for him.”

e hich that of the d as added.
{ which that of the deer was
L GOOD ing: he's womnn shy.
.n“f‘_.l:h not bother him tr{r‘ The fight mannger was lmpressed
e continued Old Pat 'Irrum the frst glimpse. Formidable
“He can't l;l‘ilu.: bimself to |the soung feliow certainly was, but
| understand the creatures, an' few of ‘the mnnnge{r g:m:f:t h:::_. sg:ng::’:‘cs:
| them has he seen at thut. “Twas the | and unosualnes 1 1

| pew type. something different from the

schivoltencher over at Samson's Flat |
E | run of fighters,

that put the poetry stuff In his head. .
She was clean daffy over the young | He seemed a creature of the will

Nip: an” be pever a-Enowin': imure a night roaming ﬁf.,:un: from
“A warm hafred girl she was—not a | #0me old fairy story or folk tule than
mountain girl, but from down in the | ® twentleth ccatury youth. )
lands—an’ as time went by she | A thing Sttlben‘vr quickly discovered
was fair desperate, an’ the way she | Wis that young Pat was not MucE of n
went nfter him was shameless. An' |talker. He ncknowledged old Pat's in-
what d've think the boy did when he | troduction with a zrip of the ?llflﬂt!- but
tumbled to ft? He was scared as a ;w"bm“ speech, and silently &et to
He took blankets an' am- work at buiiding the fire and gettinzg
munition an’ hiked for tall timber.

breakfast
“Not for a month did | lay eres on To his father's direct qunestions he
him, an’ then he sneaked !n after dark |Answered In monosyliahles, as. for in
amd was gone in the morn. Nor would

| «tance. when asked where he had pick

be ax much as peep ant her letters. | ¢d up the deer,
‘Burn ‘em,” he sald. An' burp ‘em 1| “South fork.”™ was all he rouchsafed
Al Twice she rode over on a caruse | “Eleven mlles across the mountains,” |

pridefully to
that'd break

the old man exposited
| Stubener, “an' a trall
! vour heart.™

Breakfast consisted of black colles
sour dough bread and an Ifmmense |
| quantity of bear meat broiled over the
im:;ln. Of this the young fellow ate
| ravenously, and Stubener divined that
| both the Glendons were accustomed to
| an almost straight meat diet
Old Part did all the taiking. thongh it

all the way from Samson's Flat, an' 1
was sorry for the young creature. She
was falr hangry for the hoy. and she
lookid it In her face. An' at the end
three months she gave up school
went back te her own ccountry, an’
then it was that the boy cnme home
o the shnek to live agnin.

“Women ha been the rulnation of
many a goeod tighter. but 1ther woun't be

of

an'

of him. He bloshes Hke o girl if any-

thing younz In skirts lnoks nt bim a | WS not till the meal was ended that

second tme or too long on the first be broached the subject be had at
| one An' they all Jook at him But beart.
| when he fizhits. when he fights! It's “Pat, boy,” be began. “you know
| the old savaze Irish that flares ip | Who the gentleman is?"

Young Pat podded and cast n quick,
Immprehanslve glance nt the manager.

“Well, he’ll be takin® you away with
bim and down to San Francisco.”

“I'd soomer stay here, dad.,” was the
answer,

Stubener felt a prick of disappoint-
| ment. It was g wild goose chase aft-
irr all. This was no fighter. eager and
| fretting to be at it. His huge brawn

counted for nothing. It was nothing

FACE BROKE QUT il Wi
*INLITTLE PIMPLES |-z s v

But old Pat's Celtic wrath flared up
,and his volce was harsh with com-
i mand.
= : . “You'll down to the of :
Red and Sore. Like Little Boils. e B TR R Rre et
Would Wake Up At Night and
Scratch. Cuticura Soap and Oint-
ment Cured in Three Weeks,

bim, an® drives the fists of him

“Not that be goes off his base. Don't
wnlk away with that At my best |
wes Dever as cool us he. | misdoabt

But he's n. jeeberg
He's hot an® cold at the one time, a

fight, me boy. That's what I've traln-
ed you for an" you'll do ir"

“All right,” was the unexpected re-
sponse, rumbled apathetically from the
deep chest.

“And fight
ndded.

Again Stubener feit disappointment
at the absence of flash and fire In the
| ¥oung man's eyes as he answered:

“All right. When do we start?"

“Oh, Sam, here, he'll be wantin® a
little huntin' and to fish a bit as well |
as to try you out with the gloves.'

He looked at Sam, who nodded.
“Suppese you strip and give 'm a
| taste of your qunlity.”

An hour later Snm Stubener had his

like —," the old man

Falls Clty. Neb, — "My trouble hegan
when I was about sixtean. My faco broke
out in lttio pimples at irst. They were red
and sore and then hecame like
little bolle. 1 picked at my face
continually and it made my
face red and sore looking and
then I would wake up at nighs
and scratch . It was a source
of continual annoyance (o me,
as my face was alwaya red and
splotched and burned all the
time.

*1 tried

and othera, bus

But walt till | |

In the shivery gray of mountain |
dawn Stubepner was routed from hils

“Qut with ve an” |

nan' niceness of it An' "tls nothing
I ever showed him. '"Tis inspiration.
e was so born™ We have :"i\.‘f‘-':n—'_ at ?‘}62:
aoa ol . 1 .t ¥ ¥ il
Once In n clinch the fighit mannger S ez \ccidest
| heeled his glove on soung 'at’s mouth, ERY "'"] ll List youf
amd He 1EL 3

In 2 BIG LAUNDRY

It's the " Do-So" that makes the
Steady Patrons—not the "Say-50.”

&

by,

WHEN YOU SEND YOUR LAUNDRY
TO Us—yvou have our guarantee that it will he

returned at the tume promised. and thar the
work will be done in a thoroughly satisfactory
manner.

FOR PROOF THAT WE DO-SO "—ask
any of our many regular patron betteg

still, send us this week's hundle.

1O

' STEAM LAUNDRY CO,

Wn. PorLmann Jr.-Mog

_'20_9 211 213-218 EAST;;I"HIRh STREET

‘DAVENPORT.IOWA
PHONE 227
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thy. only a lazy, good natured play of |
gloves and tricks, with a brusque stiff-
ness and harsh sharpness in the con-
tacts that he knew belonged only to
the trained and instinctive fighting
man.

“Easy, now, ensy,” old Pat warned.
“Sam’s not the man he used to be”

This nettied Sam, as it wns intend-
ed to do, and he pilayed hiz most ra-
mous trick and favorite punch—a feint
for .a clinch and a right rip to the |
stomach. But, quickly as it was deliv-

tnt the pressore, stolidly lazy ss i
was, put bis head back till the joints
cracked, and for the momest ke
thought his neck was broken Hs
siacked his body and dropped his arms
in token that the bont was over, fey
the instant release and siaggered clesr

“He'lil—he'll do!™ he gasped, looking
the ndmiration he lacked the breath
utter.

(To Be Contin

ied Next Wednesiay,)

ered young Pat saw it and, though It ‘ Infammatory Rheaumartism Quickly
| landed, his body was going awny. L Reliaved.
The next time his body did not go Morton L. HII of Leban
* HO anon,
away. As the rip started he moved fn‘__‘ “My wite isé Iog e,
forward and twisted his left hip to | e Ll AN ammatery
meet it. It was only 8 matter of sey.- | Fheumatism in  every muscle and
|

joint; her suffering was terrible gsd
her body and face wers swollen al

eral inches, yet it blocked the hlow,
And thereafter, try as he wonld, |
Stubener’s gloves got no farther than

that hip, most bevond recogniticn; Lad bees

Stubeper had roughed It with bLig |In bed for six weeks and bad eight
men In his time, and, In exhibition | physiclans, but received no bensfit
Lbouts, had ereditably held his own. | Gaotil she tried Dr. Detchon’s Rellal
DBut there was no holding his ownp | for Rheumatism. It gave immedists
| here. relief acd she was able to walk fn

three days am sure it saved her
| Hfe.” oold by Otts Grotjan, 1601 Ses
lond avenue, Rock Island, and Gua
‘Schlegel & Son, 220 Second strees
| Davenport.—(Adv.)

99urﬁ=amam BZE

!

|

Young Pat plarved with him, and In -
the clinches made him feel as power

less as a bnby, landing en him scem-

.

JUST TRY ONZ DOSE of

RBay s’ s Wonderful Stomach Remedy
and Be Convinced That You Can

"oy a 1 ¢n take A%
I Stamach Remedy | "

Fes
| be roce

r ore an
r's Wondarf

C ,! l ~ ™ P ,‘.:.—
e | ;?em-(!\- b ‘
Old Pat’s Celtic Wrath Flared Up. sy et gl i
P e -polaidr il - :
Ingly at will, locking and ULlocking | o ]
with masterful accuracy and scarcely | oo T e e 24 IR
noticing or acknowledging his exist- | + Mayr's W ful Stomach Remedy 8%

ence.

Half the time young Pat secmed to
spend in gazing off und out ar the
landscape In a dreamy sort of way
And right here Stubener made aneth.
er mistake. He took It for a tr of
old Pat's training, tried to sneak in a
short arm jolt. found ULis arm In a
lightning lock and had both his ears |
cuffed for his palns. g

“The instinct for a blow,"
man chortled. ™ "Tig not pur on, I'm
tellin® you. e (s n wiz He Lpoows
a blow withont the lookin', when It
starts an’ where, the speed nan’ spnes

the oid

and there was just n hint of vicions .
A mo 'y

ER

progp

ness in the manner of doing It
ment later, In the next clioeh, Sam re |
celved the heel of the other's glove on |
his own mouth,
There was nothings

IEN & GROOM,
ROOM s-‘.l- SAFETY ELDG-.‘.
Residence p R, L TN

Office phone R. 1. 1835
—

: -
i

sunprny about

eyes opened. An ex-fighter himself, a
beavywelght at that, he was even n
better fudae of fighters, and never had |
| be seen one strip to like advanture.

| "Bee the woftness of him.” old Pat
chanted. * Tis the true stufl. Look
s at the slope of the shoulders an' the
P ungs of bim. Clean. all clean, 1o the |

I had been

1 could find nothing to cure 1t,
troubled about two yrars before | found

Cuticura Soap and Ointment. [ sent for a
eample of Cuticura Soap and Olatment and
tried them and I then bought some, 1
washod my face good with the Cuticura
Eoap and hot water at night and then
applind the Cuticura Olntment. In the
soorning I washed It off with the Cuticura

—

=)
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Spring Wail Paper
% In the Spring a young man’s fancy gently turns

to thoughts of love, but the house-keepers thoughts
usually turn to New Wall Papers.

!
|
|

Call and see our line. We can supply  from
the cheapest to the most expensive. |
Estimates furnisked on all kinds ¢of painting

end paper hanging.

P. J. LEE
1203 Third Ave.

Rock island |

| * . { %
come next Jnnu::l'y "B 'I’r' ”‘-? good for | Eoap and hot water. In two days [ notloed last drop an' onnce of him You're
naa;—:;l-ra:imr. . ut I never unnlf-l me | adecided improvement, while iu threo woeks | lookin' at & man. Sam. the lke of
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